The Safety Catch
just as one of Mr. Gassdrop's followers snatched the chair-leg out
of the avenging hand of Miss Plenditt. Turning, she gave him a push
that sent him flying, pulled out her brooch, and turned again to
seek Mr. Gassdrop. Nothing could have been a fairer prospect.
John was bending him over to get the cosh out of his hand, Miss
Plenditt saw, and plunged the pin in full depth. At the same second
all the lights went out. Mr. Bullfinch had arrived. The terrible pang,
and the darkness, led Mr. Gassdrop to believe he had been killed.
A terrible clout from one of his own men removed doubt or
concern. Without a groan he collapsed.
When the lights went on again, which was when Mr. Bullfinch
had lit a cigarette, the Panthers were driving their foes out of the
exits. Joe, still at the microphone, cried, "Stay where you are!"
but the delegates were already streaming out, and not even Joe
could stop them.
IV
Again the Central Executive sat in conclave, silent and gloomy.
The words of the British Prime Minister had just come to them
through the wireless set in the conference room; for it was the
morning of September the third nineteen thirty-nine.
For a few moments, they sat in deep silence. Then Joe Gearie
spoke.
"And what/' he demanded, "are you going to do about that?"
The Leader looked at the Central Executive with a smile. He
slowly and carefully took his rose out of his buttonhole, and handed
it to Miss Plenditt, who took it with a blush as charming as the
rose's own.
"1*11 tell you what I'm going to do/' he replied. "I'm going to
join the Royal Air Force."
Having so spoken., John Klooner, Leader no more, rose and left
the room.
Joe glared after him and then at Mr. Trumper.
"Well, I'm damned," he said. "That leaves it all on you, Trumper.
What are you going to do about it?"
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